in Vienna the New Frcic Prcssc. I have rend so few
Italian, French, English, and other newspaper reviews
during my forty-six yearn of playwriting that they
amount to practically nothing, (On the day I look over
these lines, April i, 1948, I read in the Neil? York Post
that there are not only people? like me, but also people who
believe it possible for someone in show business not to be
susceptible to publicity. Otherwise Leonard Lyons would
not have said in print that the many- sided American artist
Oscar Levant, asked how he reacted to publicity about
himself, replied, "I'm completely indifferent to publicity.
Frankly, with me its a .sleeping-pill one way or the
other.11')

Wanda read every word she could get hold of about
me for fifteen years, and carefully kept the clippings,
Usually she did not even mention the articles to me.

I have almost forgotten the very names of most of the
characters in my forty-one plays. Wanda scrupulously
remembered the names of even the most incidental char-
acters in each play. She knew the names of the actors who
played the parts in different countries, She had a huge
collection of newspaper clippings, programs, and photo-
graphs, the greater part of which was lost in the seven
years up to 1940 as we wandered from country to coun-
try, in Budapest, Vienna, Venice, Paris, and C Jenevsi. The
remnants, and what she collected in America up to 1947,
she filed in large envelopes. She never talked much to me
about them, Occasionally, she would ask me for one of
my hooks, which I picked up with great difficulty in New
York second-hand stores after the (KTinans and 1 hm-
garian book-burnings. She wanted them for her own littleng, leaning against a piece of furniture, or
